x6       MY LADY OF ORANGE

\ ardb below was a mean httle inn , further
a A ay, the road crested a hill, and com-
ing quckly over the brow of the hill was
a horseman all alone    With two lances,
Gaspar and young Vermeil and I rode on
tcviards the road    On and on came our
traveller, leaving a trailing cloud of dust
behind    At the inn he pulled up, and we
heard him cry out for something, but we
knew not what    There came out an old
crone vuth a flagon, and he bent from the
saddle and raised it to his lips    Just then
across the road came a trim, bare-headed
girl, and her hair shone in the sunlight
He tossed the flagon back, then, bending
to his saddle-bow, he caught the girl in
his aims, and drove in his spurs sharply.
The horse bounded forward, and he half
turned in his saddle towards the screaming
izm~\voznan.

" Alva's men travel free! " he said,
" Ach! so," grunted Wiederman
On he came, galloping down the road,
while the girl struggled wildly for her
strength.   He was just passing us when
Caspar looked shaxply round at me    I